


9 $ TheT'ragedy of Othello 

Oik. Well, thou docft bcft. 

Lei. Sir, you dial! vndcrftand what hath befalne. 
Winches 1 thinkc you know r.oc : here is 2 letter, 
Pound in the pocket of the (bine Roderigo; 

And here another; the one ot them imports 

The death of Cafsio-, to be vndertooke — by Rodtrigo . 

Oth. Ovillaine. 

Caf. Moft hearhcnilh,and ieoS groflfe. 

Led. Now hercs another difeontetited paper. 

Pound in his pocket teo,and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fent this damned villainc, 

But chat belike, /h/V n the nicke 
Came in, and fatisfiedhim. • 

Oth. O the pemitious catieffe ! 

How came you Cafsio by ahandkercher. 

That was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber. 

And he himfeife confeft it cuen now. 

That there he dropt it, for a lpcciall puifofc ; 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foole,foole,foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Rodtrigtet letter 
How he vpbraides /<€j9,th»t he made him, 

Braue me vpon the watch, whereon it came , 

That I was caft; and euen but now he fpakc, 

After long fc emin g dead Jags hurt him, 

/rfiwfethimon. 

‘"tod. Youtnuft forfake this rcome, and gos with vs. 
Your power and. your command is taken off, 

A nd Cafsio ru’es in Cypres : for this flauc. 

If there be any cunning cruelty, 

Thar can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It (hall be his : you (hall clofe prifoner reft. 

Till char the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian Scare ; come,bring him away. 

Oth. Soft ypu,a word or two, 

I haue done the State fora: fcruice,and they know’*; 


Nfn 


_ 



T'he Moore ofV enice 

No more of that : I pray you in your letters. 

When you {ball thefc vnlucky deedcs relate, 
Speakcofthcrti a* they arc; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fet downs ought in malice,then muft you fpeakc. 

Of one that lou’d not wifely, but ton well : 

Ofone not cafily iealous.but being wrought, 

Perpkxt in- the excreame ; of one whofe hand. 

Like the bale Indian, threw a pearle away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe fubdued eves. 
Albeit viiufed to the inciting moode. 

Drops teares as faft as the Arabian tree*. 

Their medicinal gum ; fr t you downe this. 

And fay befides,that io Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a 7 nrh and! ntfe, 

Beate a F r enetia» i w\6 traduc’d the State; 

I tooke bi’ch thioate the citcuincifcddog. 

And ftnote him thus. He flahs himfeife 

Ltd. O bloody period. 

Gra. Allthat'slp keismard. 

Oth. 1 kift thee ere I kild thee, no way but this. 

Killing my felfe,to die vpon a kiffc. He dies. 

Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had ao weapon. 
For he was great ofheart. 

Led. O Spartancdog, 

More fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea, 

Loo ke on the tragicke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy workc.che obic6> poifons fight. 

Let it be hid • CiiWMWjkeepe thehoufe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore: 

F or they fticceed to you, to you Lord Goucrneuf, 
Remaines the ccnfurcofthis hcllifh villaine, 

The tune, the placc,thc torture ; O inforce it. 

My fclfc will ttraitc aboord ,and to the State, 

This hcauy aft with heaay heart relate. 

Exeunt (Mints. 

FINIS. 
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